TALES OF DESTINT

approach of the barber, until he touched my sleev$
to announce his presence.

" ' You have heard what they mean to do ?' he
asked.
" I nodded.

" ' We must save them, Chunda Das. But I beg of
you not to place any reliance on the patel's coming,
for he sides with the rest of the villagers, and will
help them to deal out the swift justice which he be-
lieves to be well deserved. Besides it was his cows
that died this morning.'

" At this statement, then indeed my last hope was
gone. For we were far away from any town where I
could have invoked the aid of the Emperor's soldiers.
I shook my head despairingly.
" * Oh, yes, Chunda Das, you will devise some way/
protested the barber, reading the hopelessness in my
mind. " You have a fleet horse, and can ride after
Sheikh Ahmed, find him, and call him back again.
Or, if he be really dead, you can bring word of how
his end came/

" ' Will there be time for all this ? ' I asked dubiously.
" ' We must make time/ he answered. ' The patel
will be back before long. You can use the interval in
getting some foofl, and in preparing for the road. I
think your influence with him will at least secure
delay for some days, until you can return with the
information in quest of which you go. But mark my
words, unless the Sheikh shows himself, or you can
prove how he met his death on the road, then assured-
ly will the doom of our friends be sealed/